MORNING

elaborate voice.   " How splendid!   I say have you brought
my shoes from Peel's ? "

Not only those, but a pair of boots they had insisted on
handing him as well, Hunter revealed.

" Oh, sound fellah! Come along, bring the bags
into the Chancery and we'll loot them. Oh, I say,
and did you bring me that extra large shaving-brush I
wanted ? "

" I bought you the largest in London. You could
whitewash the Legation with it."

"No, really, Admiral? How splendid! What?
Come along in, and I'll check your way-bill. You've got
a crossed bag there, haven't you ? "

" Have I not ? "

They were in one of the small rooms of the Chancery
now. The shelves were crammed with box files, and
one asked oneself if ever again in this new world of war
any of those pseudo-volumes with faded dates on their
dusty backs would be taken down and consulted. The
strenuousness of contemporary diplomatic work made
them seem still more remote from the present They
belonged to a time whose precedents so carefully garnered
had been scattered to the winds. And these beautifully
dressed young men who were gathering round the bags,
would all the records of their feverish clerical activity look
as dusty and derelict in another twenty years ?

" My gad," Vane-Howard exclaimed, lifting the con-
fidential bag and dropping it with a bump on the Chancery
table. " They've put more lead in than ever. See any
submarines. Admiral ? "

" No such luck. We had a periscope scare about five
hours out from Malta. But as usual it was something
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